shall never know whether I am an "x" or a "s". I would really prefer being a "s"
since it seems that a husband would rather come home to a "s" than shoot craps with the boys, while with an "x" the choice is 
/

Rains Fall
MARY CORY
This rain falls like powder from a fair lady's fluffy puff; It falls on lamp posts, diamonds on her dresser; Grass lawns, velvet wrappings for the lady, Now filmy, covered with this rain.
This rain' falls as sand from some small boy's hand; It falls on barefoot mountains in his play; It pelts down the smooth brown cliffs and goes between his toes; Now rushing down a canyon into a sea below.
This rain falls like music to a blind musician's ear; It has a strange beat and rhythm and melody to hear. The rain is an inspiration for some great symphony; It forms a perfect background for a murder mystery.
